CHAPTER XV

THE PARTING OF THE WAYS

IT seemed to Mariota as if the night wer<
spun out into a thousand years. She though
old age had come upon her suddenly, irre-
vocably; and she prayed for death in wile
prayers like the invocation of curses upon a
tyrannical Creator. As the dawn approached
she prayed not only for death but for annihila-
tion.

Hideous pictures she had seen of Hell,
exultant faces of devils jeering at human agony
flashed on her brain in swiftly-moving pano-
rama ; and she trembled as if the rasping voice
of the Reverend E&ra McClorg were threaten-
ing and reviling her aloud. He was the only
" minister of God " she had known; smaJl
wonder she felt she hated God.

She put both hands up to her head and
struggled to think; there was something
David had said once to her about God; his
God was not McClorg's. Was it not possible
that David's God would be like David, noble
and beautiful and regal? Would not that
Supreme God,, Who had created David, know
how hard it was for her to look upon David